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Andrew Lammie: 


or Mill of Tiftie's Anne. II. Betty Brown. 


ANDREW LAMMIE, or Mill of 
> foet — Anne. 
I ings a roſe in Fyvic's 
Odear but it ſprings — 
A dazie in the midſt of it, 
his name is Andrew Lammic, 
If bad that roſe into my breaſt. 
I wat I have had mony, 
And twenty times I would it kiſe, 
for the love of the dazzie, 
Zut I am going to Edinburgh. 
my love I'm going to leave thee 
She figh'd full fore and ſaid no more 
Oi lere with thee, 
I will buy thee a bridal gown, 
mm love I buy it bonny, 
But I'll be dead or you'll come back, 
my bonny Andrew Lammie. 
In buy you a pair of bridal ſhoes, 
a love I'll buy them bonny. 
But I'll be dead or you come back, 
| orCt'er you come to Fyvie. . 
If you be true and truſty too, 
233 Lam Andrew Lammie, 
Tbat you will neither kiſs lad or loon, 
ell Ireture to Fyvie. 
I ſhall be true and truſty too, 
28 Jam Tiities Anne, | 
That FI] neither kiſs lad or loon, 
till ye return to Fyvie. 
Love dwine away, love pine away, 
love pines away my body, 
And love crept in at my bed foot, 
and taen pofſeſhon o me, 
My father drags me by the hair, 
my mother fore does ſcold me, 
And they would give one hundred necks 
for any one to win me, | 
My ſiſter ftands at her bower door, 
and full ſore does ſhe mock me. 
And when ſhe hears the trumpet ſound, 
our cow is lowing Nanne. 
O de till my ſiſter Jean, 
and leave off all your folly, 
For l would not give that ſame cow low 
for alt the kine of Fyvie. | 
My father locks the door at night, 
lays up the keys full canny, | 
And when he hears tbe trumpet ſound, 
your cow is lowing Nanne, _ - 
O hold your tongue my father dear, 
àuad let be all your folly, 
For I would not give that ſame cow low, 
for all my kin in Fyvie. - 
For if you ding me I will greet, 
and gentlemen will hear me, 
Fyvie will be coming by, 
and he'll come in and fee me, 
its I will ding you tho“ you greet, 
and gentlemen ſhould hear you, 
Tho? lord Fyvie ſhoold be coming by, 
and did come in and ſee you 
So they dang ber and ſhe grat 
and gentlemen did hear her, 
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She gave a 


Lord Fyvie he was coming by, 
and did come in to ſee her 
Mill of Tiftie give conſent, 
and let your daughter marry, 

It will be with ſome bigher match, 
than jougler Andrew Lammie, 
If the was but as full of high blood, 

as ſhe is full of beauty, 


TI wad take her to myſelf, 


and Lammic ſhould not get her, 
Fyvie's lands lies wide and broad, 
O dear but they lie bonay, 
Bur I would not give my own true 
for all the lands of Fyvie. | 
But make my bed 2nd lay my down, 
and turn my face to Fyvie, | 
That I way ſee the morn at c'en, 
my bony Andrew Lammie. | 
T hey made her bed and laid her down, 
and turn'd her face to Fyvie, 
an and died or morn, 
fo ne'er ſaw Andrew Lammie. 
O but her father ccy'd, 
its done ill to money, 
F!l gae me down to Tiftic's mill 
where I have been times many, 
And drink a pint of Tifties ale. 
for the love of boany Anne. 


FS 
Betty Brown. 
N pruſuiĩt of a laſs that was form'd to my taſte, | 
What pains did I take and what time didl waſte, 
In vain did Iramble o'er country and town, 
Till chance introduc'd me to dear Betty Brown. 


Such a ſhade ſuch an air ſuch a mind foch a face; 
She ſmil'd with ſuch ſweetneſa, coonverſt with ſuch 


A forehead unus'd to a wrinkle or frown, (grace 


Procceds o'er the face of my dear Betty Brown, 


When firſt I beheld her my heart was inflam'd, 

And mov'd with a rapture that cannot be nam'd : 
Ye gods what is wealth or what's fame or renown, 
Compar'd with ihe charms of my dear Betty Brown 


Tho! her perſon has beauties beyond all compare 


Ot a virtuous mind ſhe has a much better ſhare? 


Let others ambition extend to a crown, 

I aſc of you gods but my dear Betty Brown. 
Olet me this charming dear creature poſſeſs, 
No more I requeſt nor can afk any leſs, 


From the ſummit of ber let me tumble down, 
Ye gods give me death or dear Betty Browh, 
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